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horse. Communications had "been kept up hitherto by
fords, but a sudden thaw had so swollen the river as to
render them impracticable. Only by a ride of six miles
could the horse reach the foot at Acton, and the way lay
through lanes that the melting snow had rendered almost
impassable. Still there was but one thing to do, and
Byron galloped off along the river through the slush and
mire, trusting there might yet be time to get round
before the enemy attacked.

Meanwhile Fairfax had come in sight of the isolated
foot. Monk's old Low Country comrade saw his advan-
tage immediately, and continued his advance with the
intention of cutting his way through the infantry to join
hands with the garrison before Byron could come to the
rescue. Nearer "and nearer he pressed, opening a way
through the hedges as he came straight across country.
Suddenly there was an- alarm in the rear-guard. In
spite of the mud and narrow lanes and swollen river
Byron was upon him at last. Quick as thought " Form
your files to the rear and charge for horse!" was the
order which rang from Fairfax's lips, and Byron's breath-
less troopers were hurled back from a solid wall of pikes
and muskets. Three of the Parliament regiments had
reversed their front and with the rest Fairfax dashed at
Monk and his friends. Warren's was in the centre,
and it broke at once. The rest stood firm but with
flanks exposed. Pike in hand Monk raged through his
disgraced regiment and rallied it for one more charge.
Again it broke, and Fairfax poured in between the wings
a resistless flood. At the same moment the garrison
sallied out, forced the guard at the bridge, and fell upon
the Royalist rear. All was over. Drowned in a sea ofity that he took no further step. Monk wase should be
